
The Jriijiorit 

C As they sire (hiring I the Prince And Point* 
Pritt* Your money# }fet Vpokthem, they all rkrinc ' diWay y and 
Potn. Villaines. jFalftalffe after a blow or two runs *Waj 
{.tooylcavinglhe boetie behind* them. 

Vrm. Got with much cafe.Now merrily toliorfe: the thecues 
are fcattered,and poffeftwith feare fo i'tronglyj that they dare 
notmeete each other,cacli takes his fellow for An officer^ away 
good Ned, Falftalflfc Iweates to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he walkes along, wer’t not for laughing I fhould pittie him. 
Points. How the rogue roared. Exeunt* 

■Enter Hot fpur filHS, reading a letter. 

But for mine oWtte partly Lord , l could be well contented to bee 
there , in refpett of the lone I leave your houfe. 

*He could be con tented, v;hy is he not then ? in the refpeft of 
the loue he beares our ho&fo: lie fhewes in this, he loues his own 
barne better thenhc loues ourhoufeiLetme fee fome more, 

T he purpofeyou 'undertake is dangerous 9 
Why that’s certaine, t’is dangerous to take a cold,to fleepe, 
tt) dririke,buEltell you (my Lordfoole) out of this nettle darw 
ger 3 we. plucke this flower lafetie. 

The purpofe you vndertake is dangerous , the friends you haue na~ 
THcdyncertOrine ytbc time it felfe vnforted y and your whole plot too 
light for the -count erpoyfe of fo great an oppefitien. 

• Say yotffo, fhy you fo. Hay vneo you againe yyo'u are afh al- 
low cowardly hrnde,and.you lye; whata lacke^braihei? this? by 
the Lord our plot is a good pi ot,as euer was laid^ur trends true 
and conftantva goodplot^good friends^Sc fulof expeftation.-an 
excellent plot, very good friends j what a fr eft tie fpirited rogue is 
why jihy LorcFoF Yorke commends the plbt,and the gene- 
rtili couvfooFthe A&ion.Zoundesandl werenowby this ral- 
call,! coiaWbratile hTin with his Ladies fonne. Is there not my 
father, my vncle, and my lelfc, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my 
Lord of Yorke,ahd Owen GlttVdower to r there not bcfic esxhe 
Dowglas?haue I not al their letters tomecte me m armes by the 
ifunth of the next month, and are they not fome of them fet oi- 
ward alreadie? 'what a pagan rafcall is this, and infidel? Ha^y ou 
ihallfee no it in very firtccritie of tear e and cold heart, wiuhe to 
the lOng, and lay open all our proceedings; 0, 1 could deuiu? 

C. e^r*' . ULtUisf? t^iuV — ^ VCu, 
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my felfe, & go to buffets, for mouingfuch a drill of skim milke 
with fo honorable an aflion. Hang him,lethim tell the king, we 
are preparcd:I will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady . 

How now Kate, I mull leaue you within thefc two hourcs? 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A bamlht woman from my Harries bed? 

T ell me,fweet Lord, w hat is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomake, pleafure,andthy golden ileepe? 

Why doll thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth? 

And Hart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frelh bloud in thy cheekes? 

A nd giuen my treafurcs and my rights of thee 
T 0 thicke eyde mufnig, and curil melancholy? 

In thy faint (lumbers,! by thee haue watcht, 

A nd heard thee murmur tales of yj'on wars, 

Speake rearmes ofmannage to thy bounding fteed, 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talkt 
Of Tallies, and retyres of trenches, tents, • * 

Of pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin, 

Of prifoners ranfome, and of fouldioars llaine, 

Arid all the currents of a licddy fight, 

T hy fpirit within the e hath bin fo at war. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy (leepe, 

Thatbedsof fweat haue flood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbed ltreame. 

And in thy face llrange motions haue appeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great (uddaine hafte.O.whatportents are theft? 

Some heauy bulines hath my Lord in hand. 

And I mull know it, elfc he ioues me not. 

H ot. What ho, is Gilliams with the packe t gone? 

Ser. Heis,my Lord, anhourcago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thole horfes from the Sheriffe? 

Ser. One horfe, my Lord, he brought euen now. 

Hot. W hat horfe, Roane? a crop care, isit not? 

Ser . It is my Lord. 
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